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of Orange and James II., he pursued a policy of running with
the hare and hunting with the hounds. It is no purpose of ours
to exculpate him from these accusations, or even to defend him
—save by remarking that these were the faults—if faults they
were—of Marlborough the politician rather than of Marlborough
the soldier, and that these same things which in other politicians
are found pardonable and even at times commendable are
irrelevant when brought forward in an endeavour to belittle
the great Duke's military achievements in the field.
A second reason for the general lack of appreciation of
Marlborough among his countrymen may perhaps be found in
the fact that up till a few years ago he had found not merely
no worthy but even no competent biographers ; and that he
has hitherto been presented to posterity only in the distorted
mirrors of those who detested his politics and could therefore
only with difficulty appreciate him as a soldier. It is a luminous
commentary on the statement that the pen is mightier than
the sword, that Macaulay's jaundiced pen was able for three
generations to obscure the fame of the greatest commander in
British history, so that the glory of Blenheim and Ramillies
could be more than counterbalanced in the eyes of posterity by
John Churchill's unfortunate omission to profess with adequate
loudness and frequency his theoretical adhesion to the shibbo-
leths of Whiggism.
For the man was beyond comparison great—the greatest
captain by head and shoulders that ever donned a red coat, and
the only commander in modern times whose name it is not an
impertinence to mention in the same breath as that of Napoleon*
He ,was the incarnation of the spirit of eighteenth-century
warfare ; a warfare which it is the fashion to-day to condemn
as pedantic, antiquated and formal, merely because in this
epoch when armies are nations, and have in time of war all the
national resources actual and potential at their beck and call;
when the supply of cannon and all that cannon need is only
equalled by the supply of cannon fodder; when economy of
means is usually labelled false economy; when manoeuvre and
stratagem have become atrophied by long disuse, and when
the successful commander's outstanding qualities are those of
character rather than of intellect, eighteenth-centuty war is
no longer even comprehensible to our minds. Yet that war
demanded in the leaders who conducted it no common or
despicable talents. It called for high powers of organisation,
for intimate knowledge of the working of all arms, for a good
eye for country, for quick decision, for prudence, for adapt-
ability of mind, and, last but not least, for personal courage.
And Marlborough in all these qualities was pre-eminent, the

